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and I thought it well worth while to pay my fare and travel
like a gentleman.
America was not a land of promise for me, and I saw no
useful purpose in prolonging my visit But before I could
quit I had to see my erstwhile friends on Ellis Island again
and pay them twelve and a half dollars for something far
' too complicated to explain. I couldn't understand it and
I was far too tired of the whole business to argue the point.
I paid up and sailed for home.
Liverpool found me with still some time in hand before
the expiry of my ticket to London. I knew of some cheap
digs in Birkenhead where I put up for a few days. But
" funds were running low. I should have to find a job soon.
Liverpool or London ? I didn't care. I went down to the
docks and bought a newspaper. I made a note of one or
two addresses in the small advertisement columns, and had
just stuffed the sheet in my pocket when I noticed a man
hanging about suspiciously a few yards from where I was
standing. I walked past him. I knew his face. Where ?
It came in a flash.
" Excuse me, bvt haven't I seen you in the * 91' ? "
" I don't quite get you."
"No?   Ever been in New York?"
" What are you getting at ? "
" It's all right. If you're no Englishman, then I'm no
'tec."
" That's better," said the man with obvious relief. He
then admitted that he had been in the * 91,* but quickly
changed the subject. He was over here on a short business
trip, and would I excuse him as he had to dash off to aa
appointment ? He was gone in a flash, and I went away to
search out one of my a<Mresses.
Eventually I found myself in the offices of a bill-posting
company in Dale Street, and much to my surprise I landed a
job. It was a good job, too, but unfortunately it didn't last
long. The company went out of business. However, it
brought me an adventure. The job consisted in going rouiad
the city choosing suitable sites and supervising the bin-
posters,* Now, bill-posting, especially in bad weather, is a